izth November, 1927.
The whole world seems mad to-day, mad and bad
and gone sour.
Mary is in bed and perhaps asleep, but if she be
asleep, she is dreaming; as if anyone could help
dreaming in India. Why, the very rhythm of the
punka chuffing in its muffled hinge is a dream; but
I suppose that next year, when we get electricity
laid on, the whirr of the electric fans will be a
nightmare. Do punka-coolies really pull the punka
in their sleep?
I killed a buck monkey to-day, attended a meeting
of the Governing Body and took the chair at a
meeting of the Managing Committee, to which I
gather that I am henceforth to be a sort of secretary,
which means that I shall have to write the minutes,
as well as sign them.
People get very queer in India: my predecessor
used to sign the minutes for each meeting in the
minute book, George S------, M.A., Cantab., B.Sf.9
'Londony Principal. Well, well! Let it be: it does not
matter much, as D------says.
Now I must try to record the events of the day
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